I looked down the alleyway, and saw a man holding a gun to his head. It was shaking, along with his whole arm.

I slowly started to walk towards him. Eventually he heard me, turned around, and stretched his other hand out.

"No, no, leave. Go." He said, his voice as shaky as his arm.
"Please don't do this, man." I said, feeling my pulse quicken.
"Shut the fuck up. Shut the fuck up." He mumbled.

He closed his eyes, and the reopened them. He breathed heavily in and out.

"Seriously, man, don't. Stop." I said, starting to panic, speechless.
"Why the fuck do you care?" He shouted.
"I just care about others, please. Whatever happened-" I started to say.
"You don't know what happened, so go away. Stop trying to make me feel better the same way everyone else did. It won't get better." He insisted.

A tense pause.

"I know everyone says they can help. I...fuck. I don't want someone else to die." I said, fighting off some thoughts of my own.

Another pause.

"I can't help it. I'm sorry. Just look away." He said.

The man's hand started to shake even more. He shut his eyes again. I couldn't look away now. I didn't know what to do. I was helpless again.

I heard the trigger, but no gunfire. The man froze, then started to cry, throwing the gun to the ground. It grazed on the pavement to my feet. The safety was still on.

"I can't even fucking kill myself correctly." He said, crying and laughing.

I walked up to him, and stretched out my arms to hug him. The man didn't fight it, but didn't hug me back, either.

"Nobody believes me." He mumbled to himself.
"What? What does nobody believe?" I asked, desperately trying to comfort him.
"You'll say I'm insane." He whispered, still choking up.
"Please, just tell me. I want to help." I said, trying not to have a panic attack.